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TOP: The venerable Stuart Library, with a statue of its namesake. 
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Davis Library Creates Tiny 
Library For Tiny Students 


Due to the successful 
completion of the Tiny Texts 
project in Special Collections, 
the administration has broken 
ground on the construction of 
a tiny library to house the tiny 
books for the college’s tiny 
students. The new site will be 
named Stuart Library after the 


highly-esteemed tiny alumnus. 


Several normal-sized 
students expressed worry that 
the tiny students might leave 
the safety of their tiny library, 
and embark on a whirlwind 
adventure in the larger library. 
Tiny students might end 
up running from ants while 
dodging breadcrumb boulders 
or rafting down the pipes with 
a mousetrap boat and Q-Tip 
paddles, students fear. 


But other students are 
unconcerned by the proximity 
of their tiny classmates. 

“Tf a tiny student leaves 
Stuart Library and starts 
bugging you, just grab them by 
their tiny arms and fling them 
across the lobby,” said Chuck 
Omal ’22. “Their surface area to 
body mass ratio is too high for 
them to die. Don’t worry about 
it!” 

Chuck Omal has left several 
tiny students hospitalized. 

While tiny students feel 
satisfied by the plans, the itty- 
bitty community, who are tiny 
even for the tiny students, feel 
abandoned. 

“We may have to build an 
itty-bitty library for our itty- 
bitty students within the tiny 


library. Itty-bitty plans are 
still in the works,” says tiny 
construction manager Leetle 
Keneedle. 

The hubbub around the itty- 
bitty library has made students 
of all sizes wonder if, at the 
end of the day, the camera will 
zoom out and reveal that Davis 
Library sits within an even 
larger library. 

Asked about the horrifying 
prospect of being trapped 
within an endless nesting doll 
of libraries, Omal had this 
to say: “As long as someone 
doesn’t grab me by my arms 
and toss me up in the air, I'll be 
just fine.” 
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IBS Major Shits 
on Russian 
Department, 
Again 


Another IBS major has been caught shitting 
on the front stoop of the Russian House, 
sources reported Friday. The incident is another 
embarrassing blow to members of the newly 
established and often mocked Irritable Bowel 
Syndrome Department, who are finding it 
difficult to stomach the news. 

The perpetrator, Jacques Toilette ’23.5, 
adamantly defended his crouched position. 
Although the IBS Department hates Russia and 
the Soviet Union with an explosive passion, 
Toilette claims that his shitting was a “happy 
accident.” 

“I was just walking back to Jewett and the 
Proc alfredo sauce had other plans,” Toilette 
said, his tummy grumbling. 

Toilette’s classmate from IBS0390: Dairy 
as Devil: Literature of Lactose, Timmy Ache 
‘22, noted that “the events of Friday were a 
beautiful colon-escence of everything we’ve 
learned. It was inspiring.” 

The Russian department expressed a 
collective disgruntledness about the situation. 
“Mother Russia has endured the threat of 
nuclear fallout and Siberian winters, but if one 
more IBS student shits on our stuff, I’m going 
to fucking lose it,” Russian department head 

Vladimir Grutsky said. 

Toilette’s advisor and professor of IBS0230: 
Diarrhea in the Diaspora, Lucinda Taupey, 
expressed her sympathy for Facilities before 
adding, “it’s time we normalize shit raining 
down on the homes of our international 
nemeses.” 

Taupey also notes that “more students are 
interested in IBS studies than they would care 
to admit. Toilette’s commitment to his studies 
proves resilience, core strength, and a fucked 
up stomach.” 


REOPENING OF BATTELL BEACH 


EXCITING NEWS FOR BATTELL SHARKS 
“Can't wait to snack on some soul-surfers,” 


said Sharles “Charkie’ Nugget. 


SHARKBAIT, PAGE HOO-HA-HA 


CIA GSFS MAJOR FOUND TO BE “A LITTLE 


HOMONATIONALIST” 


“His grasp of the one-sex model was strong, but his thoughts 
on the two-state solution got a little murky,’ said Professor 


Adams of Mark Le Pen, ’23. 


LIGHT PINKWASH, PAGE 1.5 


PANINI PRESS PUBLISHES FIRST 
ISSUE, ADDRESSES PANINI PUBLIC | 


“MMRMGRMRPHMMMRMM_’° said the 
Editor-in-Cheese, ahummus wrap. 


THE BREAD COLUMN, PAGE 1519 


ANOTHER WET AND WILD OTTER CREEK WATER BIRTH 


DOCUMENTED 


“T is child, though baptized in giardia-infested waters, will reign over 
he Addison county swamp people,” said midwife M aude Soil. 


SPIRITUAL LIFE, FARFALLE 12:25 
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RIDDIM Spends Entire 
Budget on Metronomes 


Dance troupe Riddim 
will not be able to put on 
performances, rent practice 
spaces, or even print posters 
this semester after spending 
their entire club budget 
on metronomes. Many in 
the dance troupe attribute 
this colossal failure to lead 
choreographer Ben Jammen 
’23, and his obsession with 
staying on beat. 

“Every practice, if 
anyone’s off by a single beat, 
Ben threatens to buy another 
metronome,” said Randy 
Dantzee ’22, a dissatisfied 
dancer. “This wouldn’t be 
a problem, but Ben refuses 
to sync the metronomes 
together. Then, because 


there’s multiple metronomes 
going at different times, 
we're more off beat, and Ben 
goes and buys another.” 

At this point in time, 
Riddim has spent an 
estimated $30,000 on nearly 
600 metronomes, which 
range from expensive 
Latvian pinewood 
omnithrusters to cheap 
dollar store DigiNomes. 

“Everyone just has to 
choose which beat to dance 
on,” said Fiona Skirk, ’24. 
“My favorite one goes 
‘koCh-kik, koCh-kik.’ It’s a 
little faster than some of the 
others. I like to stay on that 
tempo, and ignore the other 
ones.” 


All members of Riddim 
are required to carry 
the metronomes in their 
backpacks at all times, an 
enormous disruption to their 
sleep schedule and academic 
work. One member, who 
asked to remain anonymous, 
insisted that the metronomes 
disrupted his “natural 
semenic cycles,” causing him 
to be impotent. 

“We knew things 
had gone too far when 
Ben Jammen surgically 
embedded a metronome into 
his chest and started to call 
himself the Metro King,” 
Dantzee added. “To be fair, 
his dancing has gotten a lot 
better.” 


TOP: Riddim dancers struggle to follow choreography with their tick-tocking partners. 


New “Intern Internship” Cascades 
Into Endless Sequence of Interns 


The Center for Careers and Internships 
unveiled its newest program this fall that 
allows younger students to intern for 
upperclassmen who are undertaking their 
own internships. These “intern-interns” 
will follow their assigned intern around 
and send memos reminding the primary 
intern to send their own memos, both of 
which will be ignored by anyone with 
power in their workplace. 

The internship-internships quickly 
became competitive, so the college has 
since unveiled another program for 
underclassmen who aren’t prepared for 
the fast pace life of an intern-intern. This 
new program, InternsCubed, allows 
Middlebury students to intern for an 
intern who in turn is interning for another 
intern, for those intern-intern-interns to 
employ interns of their own, and so on. 


“Of course, internships exclusive to our 
student body aren’t enough to prepare 
our students,” noted Reed Dtinndant, CCI 
Chief Directing Officer of Directing and 
Officing.“Local high schoolers can intern 
for our intern-intern-interns, guaranteeing 
that every part of the Middlebury 
community is ready for the next step, 
especially those who don’t even attend the 
college yet.” 

Naturally, the unique task-based 
experience of internship-internships has 
progressed to include middle schoolers, 
kindergarteners, and even the occasional 
baby. 

“I saw a fetus in the office the other 
day,” said Economics major Don Moleman 
‘25. “TI be honest: his Excel chart looked 
pretty crisp.” 


English Major 
Insists On 
Calling Professor 
“Gov na” 


A day after declaring 
himself an English major, 
Harry Popplewell ‘24 has 
insisted on referring to his 
advisor as “gov’na.” The 
sophomore told reporters 
he thought that the 
English major would be a 
lot more Union Jack, a lot 
less Jack Kerouac. 

Popplewell’s 
advisor, Professor 
Gronald Kazmonehy, 
has repeatedly told 
Popplewell to stop. The 
newly-declared English 
major was less than 
pleased. 

“It’s the professor’s 
fault, innit?” said 
Popplewell. “I told him 
I was an English major. 
Well blimey, I’m going to 
speak like one.” 


Popplewell, who grew 
up as a little orphan boy 
in Piccadilly Circus on 
Crumpton Street, has 
had difficulty adjusting 
to life in Vermont. After 
a lifetime of begging 
for scraps of bread 
and picking pockets, 
Popplewell feels unsuited 
to a life of literary 
analysis. 

“T used to live for 
months in a sewer with a 
gang of other little boys. 
We were undefeatable, a 
real team, a family,” said 
Popplewell, a tear on his 
chimney-sooted cheek. 
“Now, this crummy 
English professor is mad 
at me. All I can say is, 
“sorry, gov'na.” 


H orse Respectfully 
Disagrees With You 


“N el gh is 
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Beloved Beer 
Pong Table Makes 
Appearance at 
Atwater Party 


This weekend, beloved alumnus Ping Pong Table 
‘19, also known to his classmates as “Beer Pong 
Table,” made a surprise return to his former Atwater 
suite BBJ. 

Ping Pong “Beer Pong Table” Table, who majored 
in Environmental Policy while attending Middlebury, 
has been working as a ping pong table at an upscale 
ping pong bar in New York City since graduation. 

“Tve been working 168-hour weeks since leaving 
college,” Ping Pong “Beer Pong Table” Table said. “I 
haven't felt like I’ve been able to relax and just be that 
‘beer pong table’ that I was senior year. It’s all ping, 
ping, ping, ping, ping, ping, ping, never any pong TOP: Ping Pong “Beer Pong Table” Table pleasantly surprised partygoers Saturday. 
nowadays.” 

On his decision to return to campus, Table recalled 
an epiphany he had had the week prior. 


“I thought to myself, ‘wh , Ping P i i i 
“Beer a ae ie H OW | S M | d d | ebu ry D eal | n Q 
You’ re just like your father, Ping Pong “Poker Table” i 
ble” with the Labor Shortage? 


In an attempt to relive his college days, Table 


reportedly tried to make moves on a human As labor shortages hit the country, Middlebury College has been forced 

freshman girl, but she couldn’t hear because he to find a number of creative ways to cut costs and maintain function without 

doesn’t have lips or vocal cords. actually paying their workforce. Here’s the breakdown on the solutions saving 
Table warned his younger friends not to take Middlebury from dipping into its endowment, which is up $400 million this 


their Middlebury experience for granted. 
“The next time your friend is making out 

with some rando, and both of them are on 

top of you getting soaked in Coors Light, 


fiscal year. 


@ Silverware soup 


appreciate it.” 


Increasing 
productivity by 
holding workers 
Let's Chat Now? at gunpoint 
Relaxing 
immigration 
quotas for people 
from Connecticut 


@ Students drive 
the shuttle with 
their feet, 
Flintstones-style 


PAA al ate eee RY TT 
RONEN 
ee  ——e 
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Editorial 


Incentivizing Bread | Dear Abby: I Fucked The Janitor 
and Now He Won't Stop 
Cleaning My Room 


Loafers 


We, the Editorial Board of the Local Noodle, have been 
unable to help but notice the paramount issue plaguing 
our community: the Bread Loaf predicament. Although 
the Local Noodle’s initial plan to stop admitting first 
years was dismissed, we have some alternative ideas to 
at least make life at Bread Loaf better. 

First, a simple fix: genetically clone President Patton, 
wait for that clone to age sixty years, and then set it free 
on the Bread Loaf campus to wander, attend random 
sporting events, and assure anyone who will listen that 
Middlebury helps its alums escape Afghanistan. 

Second, Middlebury College must build an 
immersive surround-sound system at Bread Loaf. This 
system would constantly play the sounds we associate 
with campus life: the constant ringing of the chapel 
bells and the Middlebury Campus telling us repeatedly 
that they “don’t want to do a prank war” or “anything 
else that would associate us with you.” 

Essential to making life at Bread Loaf bearable is 
bettering its social opportunities. For example, during 
J-Term, students could take advantage of shut-down 
shuttles and broken supply chains to throw a Donner 
Party. Can’t wait for our invite! 

We all know that the commute is a drag. To make 
it more fun and safe, Middlebury should build a 
rollercoaster between the two campuses. For students 
worried about missing out on the authentic drunk 
driving experience while taking the rollercoaster, never 
fear: the track will have many twists, turns, and sudden 
stops to simulate that sinking feeling you get in your 
stomach when your buddy in the driver’s seat smirks 
and says, “relax, I’ve only had two.” 

Ultimately, our best solution might just be 
graduating the seniors within the month. Welcome 
back to campus, Bread Loafers! 


Save a townhouse for us, 


The Local Noodle Staff 


e Local Doodle 


EMMA TZOTSCHEW Editor-in-Chief 
BASIL ALFARO Leggy 

DAVID FACTOR Patriot 

MANNY FORS Giant Pacific Octopus 
CLAIRE CONTRERAS Mar Boy 

SOPHIE HOCHMAN Claire Contreras 
CASSIE ELISH New In Town 

CATHERINE GOODRICH Mother of the Bride 
OSCAR FLEET Goes Down 

JESSICA BUXBAUM Never Before Seen 
ZOE COVINGTON-TOWNER 37106910007 


Middlebury’s only news source. Since 1800. 


In one of my finer moments at Middlebury 
College, I had the pleasure of sucking face 
with one of the janitors working at the school. 

I met him in the hallway as he was bleaching 
the inside of the kitchenette’s minifridge that 
over the past few weeks had become overrun 
with a suspicious black mold. We chatted for 
only a moment, exchanging glances which 
shot between us like bolts of static electricity. 
My exhilaration caused the hair on my neck 
to stand at attention, as if given a direct order 
from their commanding officer. I could only 
imagine what his body hair was doing in 
response. 

What began as only a light discussion on the 
proper maintenance of a food storage receptacle 
quickly escalated into a night of erotic fervor. 
The unbridled lust we shared could not have 
resulted in anything other than pure ecstasy, 
and Iam happy to report that I climaxed at 
a magnitude generally reserved for natural 
disasters. 

On top of his affinity for the sensual, he 
had the post-coital cleanup skills rivalled only 
by Mr. Clean, who just so happens to set the 
bar toe-curlingly high. This talent of his was 
very much needed, since I tend to pop like a 
champagne cork after a long, rock hard night. 

However, this initially helpful cleanup never 
ended. After the love juices were mopped and 
the musk was diffused with a tasteful incense, 
he began to make my bed (with hospital corners 
no less), and then to tidy my desk area, dusting 
where the adept use of a Swiffer was required. 


Off-put and only slightly offended, I asked him 
if something was wrong with the way that I 
lived, to which he responded, “Don’t worry, 
Daniel,” —which is his pet name for me—“I'm 
just getting rid of some of the clutter around 
here.” 

He then began taking down the framed 
pictures of my boyfriend, my sister, my dog, 
and my parents, and sorted their various parts 
into the proper waste basins. He said that I 
wouldn't need them any more, which turned 
me on more than I ever thought those words 
could. 

He brought my head close to his Clorox- 
scented chest. His shirt felt like home. He 
whispered gently into my ear, telling me not to 
worry about these sudden changes, promising 
that much like the Dyson V8 Twin-Cylinder 
Ultra-Multi Floor Ultra vacuum he used in 
his work, he could provide more than enough 
suction to satisfy me. 

I feel that this affair has gotten out of hand, 
what should I do? 


Signed, 
Restless in Ridgeline 


Abby: 
What the fuck. I have never, and 
will never, be prepared to answer this 
question 
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Whoever Kills Skinny 
Asshole in Corn Field 
is King of the Crows 


By A CROW 


Fellow crows, hear my 
words. Our plans to collect 
corn for the harsh winter have 
been foiled. Our stockpiles 
grow barren. None of our 
warriors were brave enough 
to surpass that straw-stuffed 
monster that looms in the 
cornfields. Thus, I come to you 
with a solemn decree: whoever 
kills that skinny asshole in the 
field will be crowned King of 
the Crows. 

Our finest scouts were 
no match for the stalwart 
scarecrow! The brim of 
his warrior helmet hid his 
paralyzing gaze of ceaseless 
joy; his pinestraw body was 
too coarse for the most battle- 
sharpened talons. And those 
damned overalls! The mere 
rusty glimmer of his buttons 
was enough to blind many 
of our warriors for life. They 
are now doomed to roam the 
skies as fodder for the passing 
hawks, the airplane turbine, 
and the shotgun of Farmer 
McGruffin. 

In light of this tragic loss 
for our army, I propose a new 
plan. Whoever can best the 
scarecrow in single combat 


will be crowned King of the 
Crows. 

Oh, this idea may ruffle the 
feathers of the Crow Council, 
those insufferable softbeaked 
twits! They may claim that it 
spits in the face of tradition, 
but look where tradition has 
brought us. Piles of crow 
corpses, stacked at at the 
floating feet of scarecrow! Let 
the council regurgitate their 
words into the mouths of their 
pudgy, coddled offspring! We 
are made of stronger stuff. 

Our ruler will lead and 
ascend, rising every afternoon 
above our ominous snow- 
blanketed village to sound 
the coming of dusk with 
a magnificently strangled 
caw! Our ruler, this Corvus 
Commander, this Blackbird 
Baron, will lead us toa 
valhalla of endless grain and 
bountiful corn! 

But our messiah has not 
arrived yet. That asshole 
scarecrow still laughs in 
our face. So heed my words 
- whoever kills that straw- 
stuffed prick shall be the new 
Crow King. 


Every Night When the 
Streetlamps Turn On, I Get 
Another Stupendous Idea 


YY LR 
yi 


n Aita EHA Seed Ether EENI 


By EUREKAS BAROS 


Editor's note: To spare readers the manifesto and in the interest of protecting stupendousness 
and spontanaiety, this opinion has been edited for length and clarity. 


IS THIS YOU?????? 


Do you crave the sweet, sweet thrill that is using InDesign for formatting? 
Are you free for ten hours straight on a random Wednesday night?* 
Do you want to have the future of our paper at the tips of your fingers?** 


*Snacks not provided. 
**Sense of humor strongly discouraged. 


CONTACT US!!! 
thelocalnoodie@middlebury.edu 
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Knoll Giant Rises from 
Slumber, Attends Night 


Law School 


The Knoll Giant has 
been sighted rising 
from her mossy slum- 
ber to attend a night 
law school program in 
downtown Burlington. 
Although she described 
her simple, idyllic life 
as an organic college 
garden as “rewarding,” 
the Knoll Giant has de- 
cided to change careers 
to pursue her grassy 
ambitions. 

“My degree in 
Philosophy of Russian 
Root Vegetables didn’t 
give me a concrete 
sense of direction, but it 
felt like a noble non- 
conformist path,” Knoll 
Giant said. “Unfortu- 
nately, it’s becoming in- 
creasingly obvious that 
there are no lucrative 
prospects in professor- 
ship, the service indus- 


TOP: The college’s Sputnik 14 satellite captured Johnson’s descent via 
high resolution time lapse. 


try, or motherhood.” 

In choosing to go 
straight to her law 
classes right after sun- 
set, the Knoll has had 
to give up many of her 
hobbies such as ab- 
sorbing minerals from 
the earth, being a large 
mound of dirt, and 
performing stand-up 
comedy. 

Additionally, the 
Knoll’s twin children 
occupy any time out- 
side of studying and 
slaving away in the 
service industry. 

“I feel bad for her. 
Some gust of wind 
last spring wooed her 
and knocked her up, 
and now she’s got kids 
part-stormy breeze and 
part-sentient grass. 
Fucking nightmare to 
deal with,” remarks the 


Knoll’s landlord, the 
North American tecton- 
ic plate. 

“Hell, the Knoll’s just 
a foothill; she is literally 
walked upon as these 
taller landforms. Not 
all of us were lucky 
enough to be formed by 
earthquakes. Some of 
us had to work for our 
elevation with mud, 
misery, and metamor- 
phic toil.” 

“Tm a little jealous 
of the inherited wealth 
of my classmates,” 
said the Knoll while 
entrenched in the 
weeds of her upcoming 
test on business 
immigration law. 

“My friend is a Green 
Mountain. She can have 
any career she wants 
just because her dad is 
Mount Mansfield.” 


Feb Slasher Fern Johnson, 
an avid slackliner and aspiring 
gatherer, was sent into orbit 
last Friday by a freak slackline 
accident. 

Authorities were baffled 
by Fern Johnson’s sudden 
disappearance. Johnson ‘24.5 could 
be found perched on the slackline 
most days, balancing on his 
Chelsea boots. This act, according 
to sources, was supposed to be 
impressive. 

But Fern’s amateur gymnastics 
days were quickly put to an 
end. Passerbys reported a loud 
“TWANG” sound, suggesting that 
the slackline had flicked Johnson 
into the sky like a large rubber 
band. 

Johnson’s hurtling body 
was noticed by the Astronomy 


TOP: The Knoll Giant waits for her bus. 


Freak Slackline Accident 
Sends Feb Into Orbit 


Department when students 
observed an ice block reentering 
the stratosphere. Inside was 
Slasher Fern Johnson, stuck 
forever in the iconic “Walk Like an 
Egyptian” pose. 

“It’s a tragedy, I suppose,” 
wrote Dr. Newton, chair of the 
Astronomy department. “But it’s 
a Feb. Things like this just happen 
to Febs.” 

“I was supposed to go 
slacklining today” said fellow Feb 
Alaska Leibowitz, “But I went 
spelunking instead. I could have 
been the next Feb Armstrong.” 

Note: Johnson’s frozen pose 
will be on display at the Museum 
of Art as part the intern-led 
exhibition initiative “Darwin 
Awards and the Witness.” Tickets 
available through the box office. 


Length of Peacoats on European Students Continues to Grow 


Empirical observations from midd.data and ISO 


Evolution of Peacoat 


indicated expectations for a continued lengthening 
of peacoat lengths imported on the backs of 
European students. W hile this data comes with no 
quanitf able implications, many are wondering, 

“W hy does it need to beso ef nglong? What are 
you hiding in there?” 


KA K Á 


2000 2015 2021 projected 
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One-Sided Rugby Game Ends in Disaster 


The rugby team’s annual one- repair, Boe remained confident that 
sided game has once again ended the game was played fair and safe. 
in disaster, as only the rugby “With everyone vaccinated, we no 
players knew they were playing. longer have to contend with social 


Club Rugby’s infamous MCRC vs. distancing. Despite the concussions 
CAMPUS resulted in widespread many will suffer, safety for the 
injury and chaos among the student Middlebury community will not be 
body. compromised.” 

“We thought we'd have a strong This fall, MCRC has expanded 
start to the season by continuing our their definition of “students” 
time-honored tradition of tackling to include campus buildings. 


random people around campus,” Bystanders were horrified to witness 

said captain Leslie Boe ’22. fifteen rugby players linking arms 
Boe then tackled a prospective and bulldozing Ross Dining Hall, 

student to the ground and shook chanting, “Scrum! Scrum! Crouch 


them repeatedly, yelling, “Where’s and bind the try line, in-goal area, 

the ball? Where’s the fucking ball?” five-point triage, home run, three- 
Despite criticism that their pointer, let, forced error, enpissant, 

tradition left students mangled and love all!” 

traumatized beyond psychological 


Student Athlete No Match for 
Professor Athlete 


Ina battle of wits and brawn, Student Athlete 
was no challenge for the older, wiser Professor 
Athlete. The match was to last four hours, but 

was settled in a matter of minutes by Professor 
Athlete's air of superiority and mental agility. 


Finals Annihilated by Hard 
Work, Dedication 


“Goddammit! This chomsky-honk goose boy got 
a full eight hours of sleep on top of a semester of 
consistent study habits! I simply had no chance 
against him.” 


Sailing Club Loses to 
Submarine Club 


The submarine club sunk any hopes that the sail- 
ing team had for a successful season, along with 
half their fleet. Although winds initially favored 
the sailing team, the submarine club’s torpedoes 


Proved decisive in ihe Contest TOP: After conquering the tenure track, Professor 


Athlete now competes in unaffiliated matches. 


Vegan Goes Hunting For Impossible D eer 


Senior Herb Vore raised eyebrows 
Thursday as he lugged a young, virile 
six-point impossible buck across campus 
to his residence in Weybridge house. 

Vore had been spotted roaming the 
TAM earlier,with a .22 air rifle in hand. 
While most Vermonters are aware that it 
is rifle season and were thus unphased, 
Vore’s friends were concerned by his 
sudden interest in hunter orange and 
camouflage. 

“Herbie’s never been one for the 
trends,” said Cara Otte ’23, “so I was 
shocked when he asked to borrow my 
camo. Then, it was like ‘oh, that’s the 
anemia acting up again.’” 

Vore swore that he has “always found 
hunting cool,” though he admitted that 
“a semester of half-cooked lentils and a 
dire iron deficiency” were catalysts to 
his TAM trek and trap. 

“I know the optics are bad for my 
TOP: Vore scopes his prey from a brush pile behind the veganism, but I didn’t kill an animal,” 
TAM’s mile 7 marker. he said. “It’s impossible!” 


TOP: An enthusiastic rugby player rushes at Ross. 


Tinder Club Goes 
Skinning at the Snow 
Bowl 


Members of Tinder Club, the college’s 
premier group for anarcho-primitivists, 
gathered Saturday afternoon at the base of 
the Snow Bow! for their annual Fall Skinning 
extravaganza. 

As they ascended the Snow Bowl carrying 
slings, bows and arrows, stone axes, and 
whittled sticks, new members found 
themselves at the center of a deeply sadistic 
pagan ritual. 

“I was expecting something crunchy, like 
an autumnal ski skinning of the Bowl,” said 
Brooklyn native Finn Fatre ’25. “The skinning 
was crunchy, but that was mostly due to an 
improvised deboning of a live, shrieking elk.” 

While members were encouraged to 
leave behind phones, cameras, or any other 
technological advancement made since 1740, 
the few cave paintings that emerged reveal a 
ritualistic skinning of a stray hiker, shot and 
slaughtered on site by the club. 

“I was a vegan before this, but there was 
something so primordial and pleasing about 
biting that hiker’s still-beating heart,” said 
Leah LaCerf ’23, a participant in Saturday’s 
field dressing. “I’d feel worse, but he wasn’t 
wearing his orange.” 

Although Tinder Club is not registered with 
Middlebury’s Student Activities Office, they 
are on multiple official FBI watchlists. 

“All this attention we’re getting just shows 
that people are starting to see how important 
it is to get out into nature every once in a 
while. People have preconceptions of ‘crunchy 
culture,’ and we’re here to subvert that,” said 
Lincoln Tallow ’22. 

“We're trying to keep people on their toes. 
Unless they’re a buck, moose, or park ranger. 
Then we want them on the ground, dead, 
blood gushing from every orifice.” 


CLASSIFIED 


LMFAO DANCE/SINGING UNCLE-NEWPHEW DUO 

Ages: 46 years old and 35 years 
Old, general party rocker look, 
brown and black bat 


Last seen: Florentine 
Gardens, C.A. 1n 2017. 
Often driving a white jeep. 


Almost always together. 
Their walking is called “shuttling”, which 
means they move very fast, so report quickly 
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